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J^ AREWELL, awhile, domestic charms, , 
My home and country urge to arms. 
Mid danger's ranks, and war's alarmS| 

Which stem, invaders spread ; 
And if, perchance, a fatal bourne 
Forbid the soldier's safe return, 
A nation's gratitude shall moum^ 

And honour crown, the dead ! 
Farewell the gathering of the year ; 
Belease the share and gp*asp the spear ; 
Droop their full ears the swelling grain, 
The yerdant g^ss, the luscious cane ; 
The harvest of another soil 
Demands each nerve in manly toil ; 
Where blood alone mayvcompott yield. 
And brand and bayonet reap the fielft 
Delight not me the meed of &m9$ 
The fleeting breath of proud acclaim^ 
Or warrior's wreath, or ^vaMwnlTivssAi-** 
Pot Q^her joys are imwe \ 



8 THE FIELD OF ORLEANS. 

I court not battle's awful brunt. 
Nor honours, in the dareful front ; 
But, my dear country, call'st thou aid. 
Behold, I grasp the freeman's blade. 
And be my service thine ! 

II. 

.When freedom fled whence slaves obey 
The galling laws of tyrant sway, 
Columbia's Genius led the way 

Across th* Atlantic main ; 
She here obtained the welcome swtet. 
The fond embrace, the soft retreat. 

Secure from check or chain ! 
And beats there then a heart so rude, 
A heart by slavish fears subdued. 
When sounds the trumpet clang and druni. 
When tyrants dare and foemen come, 
Would fly the patriot's duteous course. 
Nor meet the rage of foreign force ? 
Lives there a fearful wretch would roam« 
When dangers threat his sacred home ; 
Would leave the daughter and the dame, 
A prey to ^olence and shame ? 
Be infamy^hat traitor's doom, 
And stamp'd on his degraded tomb ! 
Or rather, may oblivion, just 
To weak 9jad wovMj^t^ veil bift dus\. \ 
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So none may know, as ages run. 
That Freedom owned so base a son ! 

IIT. 

Sore, if there be a generous tie, 

Vrhich bids us nobly dare or cUe, 

Tib such as gratefUl duty binds 

To freedom's welfare, free-bom minds I 

And if there be a tie more dear, 

A tie niore tender, more sincere. 

If ay not a father's bosom know 
The pure delight, the genial glow } 
llay not a husband's bosom feel. 
And seize his hand the guardian steel : 
Oh ! mark, as round his nurslings bend, 
His dangerous purpose to forfend. 
What feelings light his manly eye. 
Swell his bold heart, and check the sigh ! 
And as he grasps the willing blade. 
Not yet in g^allant deeds essayed. 
That heaven-bom transport truly known 
To consort and to sire alone. 
Plays round his heart — it heaves his breast, 
Mounts to the mind— is thus expressed >^ 

IV. 

That radiant power, whose glance> a^b»^s!Nft> 
/ TMkea in eternity and time. 
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Beholds the soldier^s beart» and knowi^ 
He danger seeks for your n^ose^ 

For you he dares the tny i 
For your and for hb country's cause^ 
With hardy nerve the sword he draw9» 

And stands the dubious day ! 
His fate, if Providence have sealed^ 
A victim on the patriot Beld, 
For you he fidls-^his country's pride 
May tell you how her soldier died ! 
And thou, dear partner of my soul« 
Let fortitude thy grief control ; 
'And bid these lisping boys aspire 
To fight and perish like their sire ! 
Yet, wherefore should that sire conceal 
The only pang his heart may feel« 

To other ills resigned ; 
'Tis this— -if friendly pike or spear 
Be destined for his timeless bier. 

They guardlessilive behind !— 
He said, and from each pledge of bliss^ 
The soldier snatched a parting kiss, 
Dashed off a tear^then rushed amain. 
And joined at once the battle train. 

V. 

Soid Orleans, from thy spires are seen, 
AvMiit the towers of Plaoq|den»nit» 
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iSkm forests, o'er the yassal tide, 
Hie fleets of Albion proudly ride, 
While sullen on the soutfaem |^le 
rbe sounds of dread artillery sail. 

And speak the dariE: attack ! 
lo on Champlain's renowi^ed lake, 
3id the deep roar of battle wake, 
Ind o'er thy peaceful waters break. 

Thou conquest destined Saranack ! 
'acksov, prepare thy compact line, 
rhe rage of foemen next b thine ; 
^ae while, the bayou's shores shall feel 
rhe force of hostile foot and steel I 
iSke the glooms of danger frown, ' 
How moving toward tlie threatened town : 
rhe foemen mark I-^^a countless band, 
bristling with bayonet, lance and brand ! 
JB clouds, ere whirlwinds bear aiTright, 
lark, ominous, o'er mountain height, 
ierc'd through by many a lightning lance, 
!eralds of following storms, advance !— • 
s he who sought the Phocian stnut. 
Ad stood the force of Persia's state, 
ly, Jacksqit, dar'st thou now await 

The nerve of hostile ire ) 
es, each his willing weapon draws, 
nd if he perish in the cause, 
Ot tell his country for her laws 

Aad rights, he dorea ex^Vs^X 
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VI. 

Lo ! where unmoved by all that can 
Touch the stout heart of lordly man. 
Resolved on fight, and cool to plan. 

The redman's scourge appears i 
As genial sun-beams warm the ground* 
His eye-glance sends an influence Jround, 

And every bosom cheers ! 
Pale infants ! sink at once to rest. 
He marks you on maternal breast ; 
Ye matrons banish every dread. 
His xgis guards the threatened head ! 
And you, ye fair, whose youthful souls,. 
Strange terror troubles and controls. 
No ruthless foe shall e'er obtrude, 
Kor Hampton's horrors be renewed ! 
Drive from each breast these wild alarms^ 
Yoiur danger all the soldier warms, 
"That bids him shine ia valiant arms. 

And every fear forego ; 
Nor shot, nor shell, nor glittering steely 
May bid his dauntless spirit reel. 
Nor his bold legions backward wheel, 
^ill rash, invading, ranks shall leel 

A freeman for their foe ! 
The chief who triumphed oft before, 
Noyr counts his former dangers o'er. 
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Besolved tkat Orleans' field shall, crown 
His measttre of deserved renown. 
Or stretched upon the battled plain. 
Proud memory shall his worth retain. 
And chaplets rou)id his grave be strewed^ 
To speak a nation's gratitude ! 
Hail, hero { wondrous is thy fame, 
A seeptre far beneath thy aim ; 
For sceptres Heaven did ne'er decree 
The glory that awaits on thee ! . 
Such glory as the freeman knows. 
Who triumphs o'er his country's foes ; 
Such glory as attends the brave, 
"Who fight, who conquer, but to save ! 

VIT. 

And nearer now the foemen drew, 
They press thy borders, Bienvenu, 
Stem as tlie angry winds that blew 

Across thy startled bed ! 
And dark and dismal was the niglit, 
When first they struck the deep'ning fight ; 
Save wlien anon, a mournful star, 
' Streamed feebly from its sphere afar : 
The troops a cloud — ^thelr weapons steel'd. 
The brightest star-light of the field\ 

A /tfarful vision spread I 

B 
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* I- 

Silent they moved along the lake^ 

No war sound bids the slumb'ring wake. 

Nor dashing oars the waters break. 

To rouse th' unconscious state ; 
But from her hills of living green, 
C^olumbia's guardian maid had seen. 
She roused at once to intervene. 

And save her sons from fate ! 



vm. 



Who, rising o'er the watery bed. 
To taint the soil with hostile tread. 

The margin bold now climbs ? 
A warrior stem, who sterner band. 
To conquest oft, in Spanish land* 

Had led in former times ! 
LoAg shall Iberia feel the aid 
She gathered from his biting blade. 
When, urged by bold Napoleon^ 
Invading France came madly on. 
And mingling now the conflict, rang , 
Helmet and spear, the battle elang. 
But wherefore^ warrior, art thou here. 
Feels thy bold heart no touch of fear. 
When freemen seize the guardian speai^. 
Their country to de&iidi 
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Nought may thy former deeds avail. 
No more thy hopes shall conquest hail. 
The laurels of thy hrows grow pale. 

Prophetic of thy end ! 
While Welliog^on, who taught thy race 
The path to future fame to trace. 
Pursues, o'er trans-atlantic plains. 
His space of glory that remains. 
Here shalt thou fall, then slaughter cease, 
And nations own the reign of Peaoe. 

IX. 

Lord Packenham, thyself not all. 
But many a victim more shall fall ; 
Struck by the bayonet, brand, or ball. 

The dying groan shall yield ; 
While friends in other climes shall say,— 
Wo meet the dark, the luckless day. 
That led the doom conducting way 

To Orleans' fatal field! 
There pile on pile behold the dead. 
There Britain's boldest blood was shed ; 
From many an unreceding band. 
To fat the soil of foreign land ! 
The father, husband, lover, friend. 
There met, alas ! untimely end ; 
And there, no hilloek marks their grave, . 
Uiihaliow^ sleep the coutv^^ik%\>t%:>(0. 



16 



THE FIELD OF ORLEANS. 



X. 

That time, full many a widowed dame^ 
And orphan, shall with anguish name^ 
And grief the burning tear drop claini^ 

Of every hope deprived ! 
Whose breast stem war's resistless aim, 

With misery hath rived ! 
And mark the Caledonian maid. 
Of glowing cheek, of auburn braid. 
Blue Cheviot's sloping height above. 
She rolls her soft blue eyes of love 
Along the western sky-bound wave. 
Anxious to view the bark so brave. 

That bears her seldier home ; 
But, ah ! the unrelenting glaive. 
Has sent him to an early grave. 
No tender friend to sooth or save 

From carnage and the toitib ! 
On Mississippi's side he fell. 
Whose rapi/ds roared his d3dng knell ! 
Glassy and dim that manly eye. 
Which lighted love and ecstasy ; 
Once flamed with hope of proud renovm. 
And looked the fear of danger down ! 
The last thought of his throbbing breast. 
Turned to the mud he erst had pressed. 
When with fond hope supremely blessecl« 
No fields of cotvft'ictkxvovfia-. 
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Bat Hope, thou ait a baseless dream. 
That wak'st to life thy mimic theme ; 
For mark the change ! — the bij^ tears trace 
Their passage down his pallid face. 
He heayes the parting^ g^an ! 

XL 

Stem War ! what fateful deeds are thine, 
With dripping blood thy garments shine. 
And Ruin, Rage, with thee combine. 

Whose eyes wild terrors flash ! 
The Horrors form thy dreadful train. 
And Cruelty conducts thy wain. 
Of bleeding sinews is the rein. 
Of clotted braids each courser's mane. 

Of scorpion fangs the lash ! 
The wheels thy thirsty fury draws 
0*er all divine and human laws ; 
Dashing through each devoted realm 
Those waves which roll but to o'erwhclm ; 
And like the flood which whilom rose. 
Sweep from the world whate'er oppose ! 
Such is thy worth, disastrous War, 
And such thy ruins, hurled afar. 
That, when the glorious day may be. 
For fate to strike his spear through thee^ 
Thy eulogy's thy victims groan^. 
Thy ilionument their blea&Viu^ \^tv<^\ 

B 2 
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xn. 

'Tis known ! — ^Immortal Jackson hears 
Where the rash foe, in force, appears.; 
He checks his hopes — ^the raving figbt 
Lends minuc day to dismal night» 

And deep the steely clang ; 
Like crashing towers the rifle pealed. 
Full many a fearless foeman reeled, 
For many a Briton's doom was sealed. 

While wild the tumult rang ! 
By their own flames, the soldiers saw 
jlj Where and at whom the spring to draw ; 

And marked, on Rienvenu's bold side. 
How many a limbless victim died !-— 
Tlie artillery roar'd, the rocket flew. 
The brand gleamed bloody on the view ; 
And doubtful was the well fought field, 

And well returned each fire ; 
When Jackson, Orleans* cautious sliield. 

Bade his stout ranks retire ! 

XDL 

* Nearer a deadlier conflict drew ; 
But ere the song may dare pursue 
That bloodier field, say, Bienvenu, 
Near thee what chieftains fell ? 

' Jan.9tb,lBl6. 
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As nisblng thro* the midnight gloom. 
In search of glory or a tomb, 

Their waving falchions tell 
A tale may startle Europe's shore. 
That hostile steps, thro' floods of gore, 
Uust tread, or ere they reach the shrine. 
Majestic, glorioas and divine. 

Where Freedom loves to dwell ! 
There death flew thick as winter hail. 
With ball and shell, round Lauderdale, 
Who, warmed by glor>''s patriot glow. 
Rushed fearless on the veteran foe ; 
Till winged by fate the ruin came. 
And left him — but a deathless name ! 
Tliere Henderson, on honour's bed. 
In death's embrace, recUned his head j 
But ere he fell, his valiant glaive 
Struck many a "Briton to the grave ! 
Dear partners in the fateful strife. 
Though checked the genial stream of life, 
Your fame shall boast a happier lot. 
Be ever vernal, ne'er forgot I 

xir. 

And, oh ! might fancy's mimic eye 
Pierce envious space that shuts the sky. 
There vision could at once descry 
The soul to rapture gwen *, 



I*' 

r' 
ji 



II 

If J 

Ir 

\* 

If 

IE 
It' 

It 



SO THE FIELD OF ORLEAN 

Where chiefs long lost, a blissful host. 
Pour forth to greet each gallant ghost. 

And welcome her to heaven ! 
Sage Franklin, with his lightning eye^ 
And Warren, first to dare and die ! 
Scammel, by cruel treachery slain, 
Montgom'ry, Mercer, Gates and Wayr 
With bands, in renovated youth. 
Who fought for freedom, fame and trut 
Lo ! Washington's thrice glorious sprit 
That erst embodied, rous'd to fight ; 
His form, angelic to behold, 
like morning clouds, bestreaked with | 
The stars a living radiance shed. 
Lambent, around the hero's head ; 
His glances o'er the f oncave move. 
With mild benignity and love, 
As calm the warrior stands to hail ! 



hi dold Henderson and Lauderdale!—- 

I 

jfj If there might be a joy in wo. 

Which patriotic breasts can know» 
'Tis that may mingle with the tear 
We shed for those to freedom dear, 
Wha in her cause, unknown appal. 
Will bravely fight, will bravely fall ! 

XV. 

Jfnsbrbaking Evanson, lYie meedL 
GQursigG i» to thee decreed *, 
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Though in the foeman*s hostile guise^ 
Gashed o*er with wounds, thy body lies ! 
Britain may boast her dauntless son, 
/That time the wreath of valour won. 
If sinewy heart and dareful mind 
May bid a nation proudly bind 

That wreath around his name ; 
Whom love of martial worth inspired^ 
And called to battle, ne'er retired. 

But died with loud acclaim ! 
Yet, wherefore, o'er the parting main, 
Sought'st thou the fatal battle plain^ 
To pour dismay and injury 
On those who ne'er had injur'd thee ! 
Oh ! had^stthou dying, said— This brand 
Struck but to guard my native land :— 
Then had the muse thy glory told. 
And sung thee great, as thou wast bold ! 

XVL 

Fair Orleans, what is'*now thy thought ? 
With various mingled terrors fraught. 

As madly foes advance ? 
And like the basilisk's glances strike 
The glare of bayonet and pike. 

Of brand and pointed lance ! 
Fly far each fear ! —though battle yell. 
With rocket, ball and burstvi\^Sk\ie^ •« 
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Though rifles rattle^ peal on peal. 
And skies resound with clash of steel. 
Fair Orleans thou art sale ; for, lo ! 
Jackson prepared to meet the foe. 
His darting eye beams brightly sweep 
Around his trench of cotton heap ; 
Then bold and daring as the pard. 
He marks the foe with deep regard ; 
Where Pack«nham's gray war-horse rem 
Before a field of guardian spe&rs. 
Then all his nadve soul is found. 
He calls his partner warriors round ; 
And glowing for the fight he dares. 
The meaning of his mind declares :— 
*' Haste, Morgan, haste ! that stream be 
And thence the iron death be tossed ! 
Remember how in times retired. 
What rage that other chief inspired. 
When stem lipon the field he stood. 
Like the roused lion lapped in blood; 
And let each boasting Tarleton see. 
Great Morgan's* soul renewed in thee !*' 

xvn. 

Rouse, Carrol ! rouse your cheerful troo 
Who to pale terror ne'er would stoop, 

^ General Morgan wKo gained the battle 
peas, irth Jan. 1781. 
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Or 'neath fatigue wei'e known to droop, 
Or startle at the savage whoop. 

When savage danger came ! 
And Coffee, bid thy held ones ply 
The rifle with an aimful eye. 
And each ball ix)ar— Some foe must die 

For Liberty and fame ! 
Where lingers Thomas — captains, where 
Delays so long the bold Adair ? 
Mark ! the sure tube in every hand, 
Kentucky sends her chosen band ! 
They're here— then every dread away. 
Triumph awaits this gallant day ! 
Wairriors, recall that fatal night. 
When Wabash shook witli Indian fight. 
And bold Kentucky's generous son 
The chaplet bright of gloiy won ; 
Heard tlie glad sound of victory. 
And yielded life contentedly ! 
Daviess, whose nertousarm sent back 
The midnight charge of Winnemac ! • 
Lamented chief! Oh ! may that fire. 
Which urged thee to the battle's ire, % 

Flane m eachp)reast, and nerve each hand 
To ply the tube or wield the brand ! 

v* The chief who fought the battle oa the Wabash, com. 
Donly CAlled the Prephet. 
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xvm. 

The warriors round their leader stand, 
A patriot, brave, and genefous band ; 

Their thoughts, with ardour, g^ven 
To those whose danger might arouse } 
The lisping babe, the doating spouse. 

Those choicest gifts of Heaven ! 
The martial music's shrilly roll 
Calls all the valour of the soul. 
While the star-spangled banner waved 
Above, and all the conflict braved ! 
To their bold charge the captains spring. 
Their leader flies from wing to wing. 
And views the hardy rifle train. 
With triggers never touched in vain ! 



XIX. 

Advance, advance ! Lord Packenham, 
With legions strong and courage calm. 

Nor doubt tliis glorious day !— 
'Twas thus sir Edward's feelings spoke, 
^nd urged him on to meet the stroke 

Should end the gallant fray ! 
Fiercely he spurred his war-horse front. 
To meet the battle's early brunt. 
And bear, in lordly boast, away, 
Tbc dangerous honoura oi \\a d&^ \ 
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'Twas but the phantom of renown^ 

Who9e course would bear the guiltless down^; 

Just is his fame albne who draws 
» 

Bis weapon only in just cause ! 
On right and left their general seen. 
Are Lambert, Rannie, Gibbs and Keene. 
Sir Edward wared his well tried blade. 
Then scorning danger, proudly said :•*« 

Behold that guardless gorge : * 
For *• Booty and for Beauty" try 
Your gallant arms^-upon them— fly ! 
And as you rush, for England ! cry— 

For England and St. George ! 



They rushed— Columbia's genius, here 
Shed from her silvery orbs a tear! 
She saw her fearless Jackson fall. 
And rage and rapine trample all ! 
And Orleans left, a dreadful prey 
To ravage, cruelty, dismay ! 
Restrain each tear, blest saint, and fly 
The tears from that celestial eye ; 
There is a guardian God who fights -- 
Jtor Orleans and a people's rights ! 

* The eutnace feading to the main votkU^i^^^i^ 
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Behold thy Jackson, Cienius, whete 
Canst thou observe a sign of fear ! 
As the full moon, when bold and red 
She looks on ocean's stormy bed. 
While to his caverns dark and deep. 
The tempests many a victim sveep ; 
So looked collected Jackson down 
On the rash foe that threat the town ! 
His high front glows with sought renown^ 

His sinews all enlarge ; 
While, like the thwider's rousing sound. 
He sends his manly voice aromid. 
Loud shouting to sustain the ground. 

And meet the bloody charge ! 
The ranks obey! — the passions rise,— 
The battle moves — it rends the skies. 
And Orleans trembles with the roar 
That shakes the ocean, lake, and shore ! 

XXI. 

Like the full voice of some dark gord. 

The fury of the conflict roared. 

And from the breast-work fiercely poured. 

One sheet of liquid fire ! 
With rage increased the Bntons bamed. 
And rocket, shot and shell returned 
Tht tempest's gathering Vce\ 
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Avant the storm as bladed corn» 
Or mountain oaks^ are fiercely torn. 
So sink the foe — the ball and g^ape. 
Wing fate in every ghastly shape ! 
Some on the field of ruin prone. 
Yield up the ghost with hollow groan ; 
Some, writhing in the pangs of death. 
Shriek to the winds the dying breath ; 
While from their hearts in torrents roll 
Those streams that sweep away the soul ! 

xxn. 

The foe now cease the cannon peal. 

They grasp the argument of steel ; 

Then, hke collecting billows, form. 

And rush, the gallant works to storm ! 

Dread was the charge ! and past the pine,* 

Bold Rannie, what a fate was thine ! 

** Now nerve each heart, my dauntless powers, 

** The gool* is passed, the day is ours I" 

Impetuous chief, with blood imbrued. 

Vain was thy boast, so rash and rude : 

Not thine the day l — ^thy doom is sealed ;— 

The bullet struck— the warrior reeled. 

And sinking on a heap of dead. 

With a low groan his spirit fled! 

• The ditch. 
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xxni. 

Next the decisive min thrust 
Stout Gibbs to grasp the sanguine dust ; 
And find, within a foreign land. 
An honoured tomb irom hostile hand. 
Peacef\il he sleeps, and while the brave . 
The victor's generous meed may crave. 
Thine, valiant Gibbs, shall be the strun^ 
Of foeman bold, though bold in vain ! — 
Hark ! to that cannon's thunder throat. 
The ball sure struck some chief of note : 
Orleans, the song of triumph swell, 
'Twas hardy Packenham that fell ! 
Mid seas of blood behold him roll. 
As flies at once the unprisoned soul ! 

XXIV. 

Now, Orleans, {]*om thy topmost height, 
View, with pure joy, the closing fight. 
And mark th' invader's raj^d flight. 

While shouting ranks pursue 1 
Thy fears are o'er— the day is won, 
Crown with bright wreaths Columbia's son, 
Who first thy woric of war begun. 

And bore thee stoutly through. 
Sound the return— no more o'er slain, 
Cbuse the retreat and strike t\ie ts«AXi\ 
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The iriu]]i{>h ovra-^et mercy spare ; 
Mercy^ their pride who g^atly dare J 

XXV. 

Jacicsok ! for tliee whose merits claim 
The loadest bhuit of clarioned fame, 
Bow may this humble verse essay» 
The honours thou hast wvn, to pay } 
Sincb thy great worth all price exceeds^ 
Let sitence wonder at thy deeds ! 
For those who fought, or those who fell 
^NVsath bayonet, ball, or streaming shell ; 
A nation's gratitude shall crown 
With wreath, or cypress, their renown ! 

XXVL 

The anchor from its oozy bed 
The foemen force, the white wings spread 
To the broad pinions of the wind. 
And leave that fatal shore behind. 

Where dark defeat they knew ; 
liot the blue fields of smiling seas. 
Whose waves but play before the breeze. 
Nor thoughts of peaceful home can please 

The pale, desponding few ! 
Their honours tarnished, and their ranks 
EntiHDb'd on Mississippi's b%\)3L», 

C 2 



80 THE FIELD OP 0RL1BANS. 

Where Jackson met them in his might. 
And led the cama^ of the fight ! 
Sad on the lofty stem they sate, 
Deep pondering on the change of fate. 
That from those shores, where Ikte, in hope 
They gave their thoughts of glory scope. 
As their tall navies, strong and brave. 
Nodded above the surging wave. 
Lost to their dear renown, compelled. 
Their cheerless course they homeward held 
Each foeman slain where Jackson fought. 
By hosts of heroes dearly bought ! 

xxvu. 

*' Farewell ! thou dark, disastrous shore. 
Whose streams run red with British gore ; 
Where Gibbs reclines his mortal part. 
And Rannie fell, — the lion heart ! 
Say, too, of Packenham, where now 
The wreatlis that erst entwin'd his brow ; 
Tell to the world where now the fame. 
That waited on the English name ; 
Where the renown their courage won. 
When fortune followed Wellington ! 
Tom from their brows by hostile hands. 
To crown great Jackson and his bands !— 
Bold Jord, farewell ! — ^thy foes decree 
The meed of daring soul to t)kie^ \ 
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Yet they may boast, with patriot pride. 
Here Spsun's great hero fought and died V* 

xxvni. 

Where late the storm of battle fell. 
And cannon rung the soldier's kadi, 

A peaceful silence reigns ; 
Yet, Madison,* th* historic page» 
Again thy conflict dire shail wage. 
And picture how the foemah's rage 

Trod frightful o'er thy pluns ! 
fTith Bridgwater's triumphant day^ 
The lasting fame of Chippewa ; 
With Erie and with Plattsburgh past. 
The dangers of thy field be classed i- 
While Europe's boast of fame shall cease^ 
To slumber in oblivious peace ! 
Th' exalted soul of poesy 
Shall lend her proudest strain to thee ; 
And when a length of years has passed. 
The youth shall eye retracive cast. 
Then, with a soul elate, shall say, 
<* With Jackson fought my sire that day !'^ 

* The field where the battle of the 8th of January was 
fought, is called Madison HaU Plantation. 



NOTES. 



Jis he who sought ths PhoeUm afrait* 

SUnzav. line 24; 

;Leomdas, king of Sparta, who, at the straits of Ther- 
rlac, withstood the whole Persian army with only 300 
ms, having dismissed the auxiUarf forces, with an in- 
ion to tell his country, th^it his little band would ilk 
defence of her laws. 



J^or BamptofCt horrors be renewed* 

Stan. Ti. 1.15. 

nothing but a con^etion of the reality of those horrot9| 
Id have induced the author to notice them in his poem: 
it would be most politic to bury report, if merely re* 
in oblivion. Travelling, some time since, from Alex- 
ria to Freacricksburgh, the author expressed his doubts 
this dreadful subject, and was assured by a gentleman, 
i prisoner on the spot, that he stood by and witnessed the 
ri^ of the enemy \ Aa if \3ca^ ^Yv^gt^s^^'^BK&^s^ nke 
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NOTES. 



"1 ! . ; ture a captire who had not the power of yielding 

I ' !' to the degraded sufferers. 

Ir" 

I ! . ^nd nearer now the foemefi drew, ^ 

Jj : 'They press thy borders, Bienvenu. 

3j- Stan. 

^<i; The battle of the 23d December, 1814^ occv 

Lake Bienvenu, a short distance from the city, a 
itoutly contested. General Jackson cautiously w. 
*\ ,- was in this action that Colonel Laudepdale»H)n oui 

|: . Sir Beverly Evanson, on the part of the enemy, fel 

*; Hendersop, noticed in a succeeding «tanza, did 
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L. until the baiUe of the 28th, although the authoi 

' r i lujpLBS hftvipg fiillen op the 23d December. 



Scammel, by cruel treachery slam, 

Stan, xi 

I • During the siege of York Town, in the seven ye: 

^ ■ gle for Independence, Colonel Scammel was da 

wounded, and taken prisoner by a party of Bi 
goonjs, who barbarously trotted him before th 
mUes, into town, where he soon died of a fever i 
blood. When the enemy's redoubts were storme 
ried, a few nights after, a voice was heard — *' I 
poor Scammel !" — *' Remember you are Americar 
Washington, and the English received quarter, 

FTeetiw' I4fe (^ fFas. 



NOTES. 



t 



JWw nerve each heart, my gallant powepi. 
The gool i8 passed, the day is owe / 

Stan. zxii. 1. 7. 

Colonel Rannie, one of the bravest and most beloved •t 
British officers on the field of Orleans, although se- 
i\y wounded, grained the works, and flushed with the 
of victory, cried — " TVie day is oure /'* Equal intre- 

lity was displayed by the rifleman, supposed to be Mr. 

Tcathers, of New-Orleans, who calmly replied,-^** «V«f 
/".—and shot the intruder through the head. 
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